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Summary:
However, Ashley's disregard acted like a brick wall to his unspoken disdain. She plopped herself onto the couch, her actions deliberate as she clicked mindlessly through TV channels, her expression unreadable.
"Fine then! I don't care anymore, I'm going," Andrew snapped, his frustration reaching its peak. He turned abruptly and stormed toward the door, too focused on his own emotions to notice Ashley watching silently as he left.

Notes:
These twos relationship is not meant to be idolized, lusted or chased after. I wanna put a CLEAR DISCLAIMER that their relationship is VERY toxic and unhealthy and it would be unwise for anyone to even fathom trying to get up with this. I do not support Ashley or Andrew’s relationship OR ANYTHING INCESTUAL. This fic is simply an adaptation of the game without the weird incest shit.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Chapter 1: Chapter 1: Cans of Soup
Chapter Text
Ashley, with her arms firmly crossed, slumped against the cluttered kitchen counter. Her lips formed a petulant pout as she turned her head away from Andrew, avoiding his gaze. The early morning light streamed in through the window, casting a warm, amber glow over the scene. It painted a familiar tableau, with the mundane chaos serving as a backdrop for the drama unfolding between them. Her shoulders stood square, deliberately tensed, making it a challenge for Andrew to decipher her expression. It was as though she had built a fortress of defiance, concealing her vulnerability behind a façade of strength.

Andrew couldn't help but release a sigh, his voice laden with frustration and the weight of their ongoing disagreement. "Augh, Ashley, don't be like that. I was just saying-!"

In response, her eyes flashed with annoyance as she swiftly interrupted him, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Yeah! Saying that I'm basically incapable of handling myself! Thanks, Andrew." Her gaze remained fixed on her own feet as she crossed her legs, the rhythmic tap of her shoe against the linoleum floor serving as an unrelenting punctuation to the tense silence that enveloped the kitchen.

"That isn't what I said," Andrew protested, his frustration seeping into his tone. "I'm just saying, you always want to come with me whenever I go out. So what's changed? Why are you suddenly so against it?"

Andrew took a measured step forward, his tone carefully chosen and his thoughts guarded. In contrast, Ashley retreated from the countertop as if it were an anchor, dragging her further into the depths of her frustration. She sought solace by stuffing her hands under her armpits, as though the air had suddenly turned frigid between her fingertips.

She shot back, "This isn't that surprising. I don't know why you're so hung up on it. Maybe I just don't want to go! What? Is that a crime? Add that to the list of all the bullshit crimes we’ve committed! Or more specifically, you’ve committed."

Andrew's glare intensified, his eyes burning with offensive anger. Ashley was well aware of her ability to rile him up, and he knew she knew. This knowledge only added to the complexity of their situation. His frown remained unmoving, his eyebrows tightly furrowed, teetering on the line between frustration and resentment. It was unclear whether his anger was directed at Ashley, or her words.

"You can't just pin everything on me," he asserted through a clenched jaw, his grip on the car keys tightening. His struggle to maintain composure in the face of her accusations was evident.

“Right, Andyy,” She cooed, because I’m the one who killed-“

“Stop. I don’t even care for where this conversation is going.”

The dimly lit motel room felt suffocating as tension crackled in the air. Ashley's words hung heavy like an impending storm, and Andrew, who had insisted on distancing himself from the past, felt a sharp pang as she uttered that nickname. Andy was a name reserved for a different time, a different version of himself, a name he had long abandoned. He wanted to tell her to stop, to cut through this relentless argument, but his words became a tangle of emotions he couldn't articulate.

"Dont act like this is news to you! You’re the reason why we’re even in this shitty motel in the first place!"

"Are you fucking serious?! That’s why you’re acting like this? What're you? 9?! Are you completely oblivious to everything I’ve been doing? Doing for us?! For you?!"

Andrew clenched his fists, his knuckles white, as he struggled to control the surge of emotions. It was as though Ashley's words had pried open a wound he thought had long healed. He was torn between the desire to lash out and the frustration of not being able to convey the full weight of what he'd been through.

Ashley, seemingly unaffected by the charged atmosphere, ignored Andrew's outburst as if it were no more than a distant rumble of thunder. She took a seat on the worn-out couch, her posture one of defiant indifference. The flickering, muted television cast shifting shadows across the room, emphasizing the transient nature of their existence.

The motel room itself was a microcosm of their fractured lives. Peeling wallpaper and flickering fluorescent lights created an atmosphere of decay, mirroring the decaying trust between them. The air conditioning unit hummed a monotonous drone, a constant reminder of their precarious circumstances. Andrew's gaze shifted from the cracked ceiling to Ashley, who sat there, seemingly unmoved, her silhouette defined by the flickering screen.

As the seconds ticked by in agonizing slowness, Andrew's chest tightened. Everything had spiraled out of control, and he couldn't help but feel like he was drowning in a sea of unresolved conflicts and simmering resentments.

Ashley's disregard became an impenetrable wall, reinforcing Andrew's unspoken disdain. She deliberately settled onto the couch, mindlessly clicking through TV channels, her expression inscrutable.

He was too fucking tired for this.

“Y’know what? Fine! I don't care anymore, I'm going," Andrew snapped, his frustration reaching its peak. In an abrupt turn, he stormed toward the door. However, in his intense emotional state, he was too consumed by his own inner turmoil to notice Ashley. She watched in silence as he left, her eyes silently following his departure, a mixture of emotions etched across her face. The room settled into an uneasy stillness, as the weight of their unresolved disagreement lingered in the air, casting a long shadow over the quiet apartment.

Andrew's gaze moved across the shelves, where cans of beans, green beans, tomatoes, and tomato paste stood like sentinels, guarding their repetitive and frugal meals. The pasta aisle offered no variety; it was a recurring reminder of their meager budget and the memories of going hungry for weeks that still haunted him.

Beneath his frustration with the same old, same old, a profound unease gnawed at Andrew. It was an unsettling feeling that pulled at him, making him miss Ashley more than he cared to admit. He scolded himself for being foolish, for not being able to function without her. He hated it. He fucking despised it. He wanted to escape, to live without the constant conflict, the constant childish behavior and shit-talk from his sister, but he was trapped in the gravitational pull of their relationship. She felt like home, and he couldn't bear the thought of Ashley being upset with him, even though he knew it would likely be her reaction when he returned. He was weak, unable to break free from the toxic cycle they had built together, and it ate at him more than the meager meals they could afford.

The can of corn in his hand was a stark reminder of the repetitive nature of their lives. He squeezed it tightly, his knuckles turning white as he tossed it into the buggy with the others. "Fuck it," he muttered, defeated by the relentless anxiety that had taken hold. He couldn't focus on groceries; his mind was consumed by worry. 

Andrew leaned his elbows wearily against the shopping cart, a heavy groan escaping his lips as he attempted to rub away the exhaustion that clung to him like a second skin. He was bone-tired, physically and emotionally drained, and it was as if the weight of the world rested on his shoulders. Every argument, every disagreement with Ashley seemed to sap what little energy he had left. It was more than just fatigue; it was a profound weariness that went to his core.

Despite that, He couldn't shake the feeling that he had left her in a vulnerable situation. What if the police had shown up while he was gone? What if she was in trouble? Despite their constant clashes, he couldn't deny that he still cared about her, and the thought of her facing danger alone weighed heavily on his mind.

Pushing the shopping cart to the checkout, he felt the wheels squeak in protest. As he paid for the groceries, he replayed their heated argument in his head, each word a painful reminder of their dysfunctional relationship.

The receipt was hastily pocketed as he mumbled his thanks to the cashier. His plans for what to say to Ashley were already forming in his mind, a desperate attempt to mend the ever-widening rift between them.

He trudged towards the apartment door, his footsteps heavy and unenthusiastic. He shifted the bag of groceries in his arms as he inserted the key into the lock, the cool metal felt foreign in his hand.

The door creaked open, and Andrew hesitated on the threshold for a moment. His eyes swept over the dimly lit room, taking in the muted colors and the play of shadows.

Silence greeted him, an eerie stillness that enveloped the apartment. The refrigerator's gentle hum and the distant sounds of the city were the only disturbances in this quiet, lifeless place. Shadows clung to the room, elongated and oppressive, adding to the sense of desolation that hung heavily in the air.

The motel, with its familiar but worn furniture, felt like a graveyard of unresolved conflicts. Every object, every piece of decor, seemed to carry the weight of negativity and..despair. It was a silence pregnant with unspoken emotions, a shroud that covered every surface.

Andrew, feeling the burden of his own weakness in the face of their toxic relationship, stood there, wondering how much more of this he could endure. The defeated sigh that escaped his lips was a testament to his growing sense of helplessness.

As he wearily entered the motel room, he kicked his shoes off, the thud echoing in the small space.He set the lone grocery bag on the counter nearby, but he doesn’t was too drained to catch it as it toppled over under its own weight.

"Ashley, I'm back!" He announced himself, his voice carrying a hint of relief, though there was an underlying unease. As his gaze roamed the room, he couldn't help but marvel at just how small the place was. The kitchen and living room were practically on top of each other, making the room feel even more confined. A narrow hallway led to their tiny bedroom, which was barely large enough to accommodate two twin-sized beds and lacked the luxury of a dresser or wardrobe.

To the left of the hallway was the tiniest bathroom Andrew had ever seen, with a bathtub that seemed to take up nearly all the available space. If he were to stand inside with his arms outstretched, he'd probably touch both walls at the same time.

Ashley was right. This motel is shit, but it was all they could afford, so for now, it'd HAVE to do.

Despite the motel room's tight confines, Andrew's voice seemed to echo in the eerie silence that enveloped the space. The only source of noise was the living room TV, which, to his irritation, Ashley had left on without actually watching it. But what bothered him more was the unsettling silence that clung to the room.

He called out again, his voice carrying a mix of impatience and growing concern, "Ashley?" The silence seemed to swallow his words, leaving an uneasy tension in the air.

With cautious steps, Andrew began to make his way down the narrow hallway that led to their tiny bedroom. The fading afternoon light cast long shadows that stretched across the floor, making the journey feel like a hesitant venture into the unknown.

He couldn't shake the sense of apprehension that hung in the air, and his heart seemed to beat in rhythm with the silence that enveloped the room. Each step felt like an uncertain step into a void, where he didn't know what to expect.

Reaching the bedroom door, he pushed it open slowly, his senses on high alert. The dimly lit room revealed the two side-by-side twin beds, each with its own story of countless nights of restless sleep. Andrew's gaze swept the space, looking for any sign of Ashley's presence. The stillness in the room was almost palpable, and it only deepened his growing sense of unease.

He called out once more, "Ashley, are you in here?" The room seemed to hold its breath, and Andrew couldn't help but feel that something was off.

"Ashley, don't do this," he muttered under his breath, his voice laced with a hint of desperation. His mind raced with all the potential scenarios: Did she walk out in anger? Was she hurt? Was she even safe?

Why the fuck would she do this? Do this now? Why was she acting so goddamn weird?! (Well, more weird than usual.)

The silence in the room weighed on him like a heavy cloak, and he couldn't ignore the knot of anxiety that had settled in his chest. The thought of her leaving, of facing this turbulent world alone, sent a chill down his spine. He had his grievances with her, but he also knew that, in their own complicated way, they depended on each other. The idea of her being gone left him feeling oddly exposed, and he wasn't sure how to deal with it.

With a sense of trepidation, Andrew slowly turned away from the bedroom and made his way to the tiny bathroom. The door creaked open, revealing the cramped space where the bathtub practically devoured every inch of room. He felt like an intruder in this dimly lit chamber of personal space.

“Im coming inside.”

As he stepped inside, the dim overhead light cast eerie shadows on the tiled walls. The feeling of being alone in this enclosed space, where every sound was amplified, sent shivers down his spine.

“Ashley? Are you-“

His eyes scanned the bathroom, and that's when he saw it – something that sent a jolt of horror through him.

A deep, gut-wrenching panic washed over Andrew as he stepped into the bathroom. The dim light cast long, ominous shadows that seemed to writhe on the tiled walls. His heart pounded in his chest, each beat echoing his mounting dread. The feeling of isolation in this confined space was suffocating.

His breaths came in ragged gasps, his trembling hands involuntarily clutching at the doorframe for support. His eyes fixated on the horrifying scene before him – bloodstains marring the tiles, broken glass strewn about, and overturned bottles of medicine, like a grotesque still life.

Despair wrapped its icy fingers around his heart, and he was paralyzed by the sheer horror of it all. His mind raced with terrible possibilities, and he couldn't comprehend what had happened in this tiny, gruesome chamber.


There, she laid. Her body draped in the overtly-consuming porcelain bath. He regrets looking into her eyes, it was an accident, those sickeningly barren, lifeless eyes.

 

It was his sister. Ashley was his sister. His Ashley, is now dead.